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as a sitar, and as they came he played a merry air to
which one of the girls was singing. The song was
one of pleasure, and one of the verses ran :

" The string o'erstretched breaks,  and the music

flies ;
The string o'erslack is dumb, and music dies ;

Tune us the sitar neither low nor high/'

The words reached the ears of the holy man, who
in his humility was ready to learn a lesson even from
this careless band. " The foolish at times can teach
the wise/5 he said to himself; " it may be that I
strain my string of life too much, and that in trying
to save all men I shall only succeed in losing my-
self."

Now the village of Senani was owned by a rich
and kindly landowner, after whom the place had been
named, and who with his beautiful wife was well
known for his charity and condescension. He lived
a life of quiet happiness clouded only by the fact
that he had no son. For a long time his wife prayed
to the gods for this inestimable gift, and at last, be-
cause she was so kind and gracious to the poor, and so
well fitted to rear and instruct a boy and to lead him
on from virtuous youth to vigorous manhood, a son
was sent to her, and the joy of herself and her lord
was almost beyond all bounds. She took the first
opportunity of going to the woods to offer, accord-
ing to the custom in which she had been reared, a
thank-gift to the gods, which she carried in a dainty
bowl upon her head, while her right arm encircled